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WHATEVER  SHOP  6 

Need  a  worm  coat?  How  about  a 
big  checkered  dinosaur?  If  it  ex- 
ists in  theory,  it's  on  sale  at  the 
miraculous  little  Whatever  Shop! 


HERMA  18 

First  the  Arab  kidnapped  her!  Then  a 
horde  of  Mexican  banditos  had  their 
way  with  her.  Now  Hernia  faces  the 
vile  and  devious  Milton  Krebbs! 


LITTLE  SPACESHIP  26  I  THE  KLANKS 


Can  a  man-made  hunk  of  metal  pos- 
sess free-will  and  rational  thought? 
It  can  if  it's  a  stars  hip  with  an  On- 
board Rational  Thought  Processor! 


The  Klanks  didn't  like  humans  very 
much.  They  weren't  overly  fond  of  any 
biological  creature.  But  that  wasn't 
why  they  destroyed  the  Earth! 


STARFIRE  SAGA  43 

Becker  was  dead!  And  Steamer  was 
on  the  run.  She  didn't  kill  the  boy. 
But  no  one  would  believe  her,  not 
after  they'd  learned  her  secret! 


HAXTUR  63 

War  was  not  a  new  experience  for 
Haxtur.  He  had  fought  rebels  and 
tyrants  before.  But  never  had  he 
battled  an  army  of  killer  robots! 


THINKING  OF  YOU  74 

Cyndie  was  jealous!  She  was  in  love, 
and  she  wanted  Connell  for  her  very 
own.  But  Connell  didn't  want  her. 
He  wasn't  overly  fond  of  machines! 


It  was  neither  the  forces  of  darkness  nor 
the  long  arm  of  circumstance  that 
brought  Delbert  Honeybutter  to  the 
ghastly  little  shop  on  a  secluded  side 
street  in  downtown  Los  Angeles.  It  was 
his  popcorn  popper. 


After  six  years  of  unfailing  service,  the  popper  (a  wed- 
ding gift  from  Delbert's  appalling  brother-in-law,  but 
that's  another  story)  suddenly  gave  an  awful  groan, 
staggered  clear  across  to  the  other  end  of  the  table,  and 
expired. 


1  Stenstrum  Illustrator: 


Er,  well 
it's  this  popcorn 
popper  ...  It  threw  a  shoe 
last  night  and  came  up 
lame.  I  have  this  repair 
warranty,  but  I  dunno, 
maybe  it's  time  to 
buy  another  one 


[But,  back  at  the  shop. 

Drat!  Closed. 
And  Isadora  will  brain 
me  if  I  don't  bring  back 
some  sort  of  working 
—  machine. 


The  annual 
migratory  return  of 
the  swallows  to  Capistrano 
has  reached  an  unexpected  conclusion. 
The  swallows,  which  were  expected  to 
fly  back  here  this  morning,  have 
started  arriving  late  this 
afternoon  .  .  . 
walking! 


That's 
what  I  said, 
'  ladies  and  gentlemen 
.  .  .  walking  back  to 
this  aged  Spanish 
mission. 


No  one  is 
able  to  say  why 
the  birds  have  chosen 
this  irregular  mode  of 
travel  to  return.  But 
it  is  impossible  not  to 
notice  the  stubborn 
deliberation  of  their 
steps,  the  grim  deter- 
mination on  their  little 
bird  faces  . 


Author:BUl  DuBay.  Illustrator: Jose  Gonzalez 


A  delicate  mist  of  warm  salt  sea  spray 
caresses  the  Norse  goddess'  willing 
skin.  Like  a  considerate  lover,  it 
arouses  her  to  ecliptical  heights  of  eu- 
phoric passion. 

Within  her  reverie,  she  is  only  peri- 
pherally aware  that  she  is  being 
steered  towards  an  ominous  stone  edi- 
face  jutting  from  the  penumbral  iso- 
lation of  the  rock-littered 


There  she 
is,  sweetnubs! 
Castle  Kragnurok! 
Backdrop  for  mother's 
newest  epic:  "Dungi 
and  Black  Lace!' 


That  naughty  Miltie! 
SHe  probably  had  you  thinking  I 
was  a  doddering  old  crone, 
wrinkled  like  a  prune,  chained 
to  a  rocking  chair  and  a  hair- 
.breadth  away  from  cerebral 
arteriosclerosis! 


Some  time  later  .  .  .  after  Mother  has  got- 
ten her  jollies  and  departed  with  a  smile 
that  only  unbridled  ecstasy  can  bring,  the 
Norse  goddess'  torturer  administers 
first  aid  to  his  anxiously- receptive  victim. 


Again,  the  salt  sea  spray  bathes  the 
Norse  beauty  with  warm,  almost 
erotic  droplets  as  her  speeding 
launch  «Wma  across  the  seascape. 
This  time,  however,  the  sensation  is 
not  nearly  as  stimulating  as  before. 
The  reverie  is  shattered  by  the 
powerful  engines  of  a  larger  boat  in  - 
hot  pursuit!  -ss^SEj 


PROLOGUE 


Hurry  it  up, 

little  scrap  heap. 
f  Get  me  loaded.  The  sooner  } 
I  can  warp  out  of  here  with  ] 
those  Vesuvian  slug-skins  r 
the  sooner  I  can  deliver 
them  and  get  paid! 


Don't 
rget  your  gyros  1 
hot,  big  boy!  I'm] 
loadin'  'em  as 

fast  as  I 


Y'know, 
Shep,  when  the 
7  master  mechanic  was  handin' 
our  neuro- computer  systems 
you  must  have  been  hidin' 
on  the  dark  side 
of  th'  moon! 


Hahaha! 
That's  tellin'  ' 


-=-tit 

You  big  lugs 
are  always  pickin' 
on  us  little  maintenance 
il  Why  don't  you  pick 
somebody  your  own 
size'" 


Author:John  Ellis  Sech/IlluBtrator:Jose  Ortiz 


make  it  out!  It's  impossible!  If 
the  humane  want  to  save  their 
Arcturian  brothers,  let  them  take 
a  Pre- think  ship  out  of  a  museum  j 
'  .and  go  though  the  black  hole  . 


m  That  tug 

is  lucky  if  he  makes 
it  from  the  loading  docks  to  a  ship's 
cargo  hold  without  breaking  down  a  half 
dozen  times! 


By  the  Terran  year  2522, 
Earth  colonists  had  been 
reaching  out  into  the  void 
of  space  for  more  than  five 
centuries,  taming  new 
worlds,  claiming  more  and 
more  of  the  universe  as 
their  own.  World-taming 
was  a  harsh,  lonesome 
life.  And  all  too  often  it 
ended  with  needless 
death! 


That's  the  way  it  was  for  Allison 
fire  and  her  nine-year-old  daughter 
Kris.  Settling  upon  a  primitive  out- 
world  in  the  Ohrabach  system, 
Allison  tried  to  raise  her  daughter 
alone,  while  her  husband  patrolled 
the  starlanes,  making  the  sector  safe 
for  incoming  colonists. 


Allison  Starfire  was  a  tough  woman. 
A  good  woman.  She  made  only  one 
fatal  mistake  in  her  lifetime.  And  that 
was  in  welcoming  a  small  band  of 
star-weary  asteroid  miners  onto  her 
isolated  homestead.  They  repaid  her 
kindness  by  sexually  abusing  her  and 
young  Kris.  The  miners  then  "thank- 
ed" the  woman  for  her  favors  by  gut- 
ting her  alive,  like  a  hunted,  alien 
animal.  They  would  have  done  the 
same  to  Kris  if  the  child  hadn't  fled  in- 
to the  jungled  hills. 


Kris  Starfire  was  nearly  catatonic 
from  Bhock  and  exposure  by  the  time  L 
Sam  Starfire  had  found  her.  Sam  | 
blamed  himself,  of  course,  for  not  be- 
ing there  when  his  wife  and  little  girl  I 
needed  him.  He  searched  for  the 
killers  in  the  limitless,  cold  emptiness  j 
of  space,  but  never  found  them. 


When  Sam  buried  Allison  he  made  a 
solemn  vow  to  himself  that  no  harm 
would  ever  befall  his  little  girl  again 


It  was  because  of  that  very  vow  that  Kris, 
sometimes    known   by   the   nickname  ] 
Steamer,  found  herself,  some  years  later, 
fleeing  into  the  furthermost  frontiers  of  1 
space. 


The  problem  began  when  Sam  Starfire  reasoned  that  the  frontier 
would  never  be  safe  for  his  little  girl.  Not  unless,  that  is,  the  child  was 
given  masculine  Bkills;  trained  as  Sam  himself  had  been  trained  ...  by 
the  bfiBt  warriors  in  the  galaxy. 


That  kind  of  training  could  only 
be  had  in  one  place:  the  Peace- 
makers Academy.  The  same 
Academy  at  which  Sam  himself 
had  been  bred  into  one  of  the 
fiercest  starpilots  m  the  seven 
systems. 


Yet,  for  five  hundred  years,  the 
Peacemakers,  the  most  elite  law- 
enforcement  agency  in  the  galaxy, 
had  barred  the  fairer  sex  from  its 
hallowed  ranks. 


They  were  not  about 
to  change  their 
ways.  Not  for  Sam. 

Not  for  all  of  the 
picketing  feminists 
in  each  of  the  Ely- 
sian  systems! 


The  first  thing 
I've  got  to  do  is  get 
jlothes!  I  left  the 
Academy  in  such  a  hurry  that 
all  I've  got  is  this  fatigue 
shirt  I  was  wearing  when 
Becker  attacked  me! 


The  dockworkers  labor  through  the  night,  filling 
the  cargo  bays  of  the  mammoth  freighter. 
Steamer  begins  to  wonder  if  she  will  ever  have 
the  opportunity  to  sneak  aboard.  But  then  .  .  . 
just  before  the  dawn,  the  galactic  teamsters  com- 
plete their  work,  and  the  atillnesB  which  in- 
evitably accompanies  a  new  day  blankets  the 
spaceport  with  a  gentle  silence. 


I  Sleep  drifts  upon  the  weary  girl  with  an  eerie  rapidity.  Though  she  has 
I  not  rested  in  what  seems  like  days,  her  slumber  is  fitful  and  haunted 
by  the  nightmarish  vision  of  a  dead  boy's  face:  his  eyes  bulging  in  hor- 
ror, a  gaping,  smoldering  hole  in  his  back  exposing  crisp,  laser-fried 
organs! 


The  paraplegic  physician  smiles  good- 
naturedly,  then  hobbles  anxiously 
towards  the  Captain's  bay.  Though  he 
knows  virtually  nothing'  about  the  pretty 
young  stowaway,  he  is  confident  that  she 
will  confide  in  him  once  he  has  earned 


BY  FRANK  THORNE 


It  is  before  the  dawn  of  written  history  .  .  the  Antediluvian  age  Deep  in  the  purple  forest  of  Azza.  with  fallen  Alizarr  fat- 
behind.  Ghita,  Thenef  and  Dahib  bathe  in  a  quiet  tributary  of  the  mighty  Zorr  river.  The  night  before,  in  a  tunnel 
beneath  the  streets  of  Alizarr.  Ghita  and  Thenef  met  Dahib.  the  half  troll.  Dahib.  using  the  great  strength  in  his  teeth 
and  talons,  formed  the  armor  or  Khan-Dagon  to  fit  Ghita  s  body  Then,  armed  with  weapons  token  from  the  tombs  of  the 
dead  heroee  of  Alizarr.  the  trio  executed  a  midnight  attack  upon  a  group  of  trolls  guarding  a  corral  near  the  tunnel  exit. 
Ghita  was  savage  and  stunning  with  her  use  of  the  sword  of  Khan-Dagon.  They  stole  three  horses  .      then  rode  north  in- 


Author  and  Illustrator:  Frank  Thome 


Throughout  the  morning  meal.  Ghiia  expounds  upon'} 
her  vision  of  ridding  ALizarr  of  the  trespassers.  She  is 
electrifying  Plans  for  battle  flow  from  her  lips.  She 
punctuates  each  new  idea  with  thrusts  and  mighty 
swings  with  the  sword  of  Khan-Dagon. 


Thenef  takes  center  stage  again,  although  ii  be  in  the  secluded  depths  of  the  Azzian  forest.  Ghita 

and  the  wizard  had  traveled  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  kingdom  with  a  troupe  of  players. 
Thenef  did  magic  tricks  and  juggled.  Ghita  danced  and  played  the  Oodina.  Both  joined  the  cast  in 
plays,  mimes  and  lusty  rites  of  Tanimuz  worship. 


The  crisp  morning  gives  way  to  a  steamy  afternoon  as  the  three  ride  north  through  the  forest.  Nepthys.  the 
city  of  Thenef'H  birth,  lay  ahead.  Beyond  were  the  mountains  and  the  caverns  of  Drome.  Few  in  Nepthys 
realized  the  heights  to  whic  h  the  priest's  son  had  risen  as  royal  wizard  of  Alizarr.  It  was  said  that  as  result  of 
the  murder  of  his  young  wife.  Thenef  had  picked  up  with  a  young  whoring  wench  and  fallen  to  thievery  and 
misdeeds  Thenef's  father  felt  his  son  was  possessed  of  the  devil.  .  .  in  the  form  of  a  wanton  woman 
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Mortal!? 

/  And  just  what  are  you, 
L  mister  .  .  .  Some  kind 
god? 


This  is 
IF     a  unique  experience 
F     for  you!  Abject  pain  is 
L     the  best  way  for  you  to 
lUPmd  your  own  answers  to 
^^^^  those  questions.  ^/ 

You  are 
bold,  young  man. 
'  And  foolish.  You  have  refused  N 
f  to  accept  that  which  must  come  1 
to  all  men  ...  an  end  to  your 
existence!  You  have  dared 
to  defy  all  the  natural 
laws  of  order. 


Q 


For  that, 
we  will  not  condemn 
you.  But  since  you  believe 
yourself  to  be  an  unusual 
yman  .  .  .  we  will  offer  you  an  . 
mBjuaJ  opportunity. 


Your  existence  will  not 
end  until  you  have  discovered  the 
meaning  of  your  being  and  that  of  , 
all  your  species. 


It  will  be  for  you  alone  to 
discover  mankind's  ultimate  destiny, 
his  very  purpose  for  being! 


Btta^ 


We,  the 
Keepers  of  Eternil 

/  condemn  you  to  wander  in  t  

1   until  you  find  the  inevitable 
to  this  timeless,  insolul 
mystery! 
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The  madman's  scream  fades  into  the  muggy  swampland,  as 
the  disconcerted  stranger  quietly  slips  into  his  skiff  and 
glides  effortlessly  across  the  murky  waters.  As  confused  as 
i  ever  about  how  he  came  to  be  here,  or  indeed,  where  even 
s,  he  vows  with  grim  determination  to  find  the 
answers  ...  to  find  himself  .  .  .  somewhere  in  this  strange 
new  world  before  him.  .  .  ! 


Haxtur  continues  in  the  next  exciting  issue  of  1984. 


Author:Nicola  Cuti/IUustrator:Abel  Laxaraana 


Cyndie  was  a  rocket  fighter ...  as  complex  and 
sophisticated  as  she  was  sleek  and  trim.  Her 
nuclear  powered  "Cooper"  engine  was  capable 
^  of  combining,  after  only  minor  adjustments, 
^  the  atmosphere  of  forty-seven  planets  with  her 
jet  fuel;  converting  it  into  enough  energy  to  fly 
her  at  speeds  of  up  to  much  six  or  three  times 
the  speed  of  a  high-powered  bullet! 


J  She  was  controlled  by  the  thought  impulses  (as 
I  delicate  as  tau  waves)  of  her  pilot,  which  made 
amiable  rapport  between  her  and  her 
I  human  commander  a  matter  of  life  and  death. 


Meanwhile,  at  the  Terran  base,  the  Eart 


